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Nothing 


Author's Notes: 
Here's a little depressing something I've written last night. | think its quite scary, it's kind of an insight into my 


sick mind. It doesn't really connect to any real situation May contain uncomfortable or triggering descriptions. 
Or just Robert's thoughts 


As always-pardon my English and enjoy. 


He stumbles. My hand instinctively curls protectively around his hip. 
Meeting hard bone and cold flesh 


He turns around and flashes one of his signature smiles; one of those he knows | love. Its sincere, he actually 


isn't bothered by hardly being able to walk. Or maybe doesn't even realise it. 


Hs lps are impossibly red and eyes otherworldly deep and dark on his pale face. 


My palm moves further around his waist. He leans into my touch, knows he's safe here, protected from 


everything. From himself. 
He's like a child to maneuver, so light and so willing in my arms. 


How such a fragile creature can hold so much sheer power within himself? Such a beautifully powerful mind in 


a package so vulnerable. Seemingly so breakable. 

Looking down and comparing sizes of our legs is painful 

Or maybe his mind seems so powerful in comparison to the emaciated body it resides in. 

Even his full, innocent face becomes gaunt and tired looking Dark shadows under his eyes dont help. 

I'm observing him, seeing it all, all the carefully constructed control. The only reason I'm not dragging him to a 


hospital kicking and screaming is the fact he seems to control it all. Makes me believe him it's still alright. Yet | 


know he's damn near slipping, losing control and himself. Leaving me to pick up the pieces. 
Or pick him from the cold bathroom floor. Unsteady on his feet 


| believe him. | believe the strength of his mind. I'm just here to help, whenever he needs me I'll help him 


maintain this control. 

He's reduced to nothing | press his body more firmly to mine to feel he's stil with me. 

l'm subconsciously afraid he'll float away any moment. 

Bone over more bone where flesh should be. Chest rising with rapid breaths. Dark shadows underneath each rib 
Skeletal fingers. Never touching thighs. Delicate wrists trembling with exertion. Neck looking lke it may snap from 


Just supporting his wild hair. 


People stare. People joke he'll disappear once he turns sideways. People worry when they meet their hero and 


he's anything, but what his reputation makes them believe. 


He speaks in a whisper nowadays. Living on cigarettes and whiskey. Searching for belts fo hold his trousers up on 
Jutting hipbones. 


Still smiling for me. It's not a façade, when he's with me he's genuinely happy. | see it when his eyes gleam 
with joy. It makes me believe that someday everything's going to be alright. 


